Randall       To gannet's vertical plunge
Swingler       And poise of power.

All chances that you fear

Are but recoils of the inert tide

Which every spring's

Unstayable career

Must drive, must override.

Cyclone and the j ealous cud,

The break-up of the ice

Around their self-regard. What price

The sowing

In the hard year the strand

Of a long wasted shore,

To redeem a dead land

For an impartial glory.
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